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window and that shuddering fear creeping through
the walls....
Frau Friedrichs appeared and set down a greenish
substitute for coffee—for board was reckoned extra. She
had an exhausted air, this retired midwife, but she tried
nevertheless to impart an air of peace and confidence.
" What on earth is the matter there ? " asked Helene,
motioning with her chin in the direction of the groaning
wall.
"There? The matter? Nothing. Only the usual."
" Is someone having a baby ? " asked Helene Willfuer.
She seemed to have become a complete stranger to her-
self, as she sat there as though shattered by a storm, in
front of the red and green hanging.
Frau Friedrichs opened her eyes.
" She is not having an easy time," was all she said.
" With you it will be quite different. You are young and
healthy."
She slopped away in her slippers. A sound of doors.
Whispering. Moans, moans, such soft, weak, whining
moans that Helene began to imagine that she could see
the continual loss of blood. It seemed to stream over the
boards, over the corridor, over the threshold..,.
Helene breathed deeply and fought down a feeling of
sickness. I can't stand this, she thought It was already
getting twilight. She stood up and went on tiptoe to the
door, into the corridor. It was pitch dark outside. The
odours of the house hung thickly in the darkness. The
moaning became more distinct. A door on the opposite
side opened. Frau Friedrichs appeared.
" What are you doing here ? What are you standing
there for, listening like that ? " she asked loudly, harshly,
as though startled " Are you looking for something ? "
" I must go back to the station to fetch my case," said
Fraulein Willfuer, iEdghtened and depressed.
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